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" And Faversham's a chap who knows what's what, or
he wouldn't be where he is. But I know something
that he doesn't, unless the Professor has told him, that
is."
Hanslet buried his face in his tankard, and drank
deeply. "Ha! that's better!" he exclaimed as he
emerged. " Yes, thanks very much, Jarrold, 1 can do
another. What would you say if I told you that that girl,
Christine Venner, bought a whole lot of strychnine
last May at the chemists round the corner? "
Jarrold whistled softly. " I shouldn't say much, but
I should think a bit," he replied. " Why, dash it all, it
was thought at one time that it was strychnine that
killed her uncle."
" Yes, I know. But Faversham said it wasn't. I
might still have had my doubts, but for the Professor.
He swears that Faversham can't have made a mistake.
And, for that matter, Doctor Oldland, the very man who
wouldn't sign a certificate at first, is quite satisfied to
take Faversham's word for it."
" How did the girl get hold of the strychnine?"
Jarrold asked. " She must have had a prescription
or something? "
" Not she. Just walked into the shop, said she wanted
to kill mice, signed the poison book, and walked out
with a couple of tins of Iver's Vermin Killer. More than
enough strychnine in a tin to kill a man, the Professor
says."
" But you've just assured me that you're pretty sure
it didn't kill the uncle chap?" Jarrold suggested.
" No, it didn't kin Hinchliffe, apparently," Hanslet
replied slowly. " But it might have killed somebody
else."
" Somebody else," and Jarrold's voice was puzzled.
Then, suddenly, " The devil! You don't mean Venner,
do you?"